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Worse Than Nicotine 


Author's Notes: 

Resubmitted because it wasn't showing up at all on the front page // | threw this together out of nowhere, 
and the song it's inspired by has been stuck in my head all day. | haven't written Satyricon fics in a while, so 
here's to getting back on track! Enjoy! 


Frost frequently smoked when he wanted to relax. He wasn't the type of person to be stressed out so easily, 
but when he was he just turned away, went outside, sat by himself and smoked it out until he felt alright. 
Those habits began to invade both his work and personal life, and all because of the man he was just as 


addicted to as much as those cancer sticks. 
| taste you on my lips and | can't get rid of you; so | say damn your kiss and the awful things you do." 


Satyr may have not meant to come off as enticing to Frost, but he did. Everything about him Frost wanted to 
get his hands on. From his long, black hair to his modestly hidden but exquisitely toned body, everything on 
Satyr's person drove Frost mad. When the vocalist picked up on it, he flaunted it on purpose. He riled Frost 


right up and waited for him to pounce. 


"You're worse than nicotine." 


They would shotgun every now and again. Satyr wasn't as much of a smoker as Frost was due to his 
athleticism, but when he did they would share. Frost loved it when they'd shotgun, because it acted like a 
release for him; he was getting his drug fix and a fix of the man he was so entranced by. In the drummer's 
mind, Satyr was much more dangerous and addictive than a random mix of chemicals but filled his lungs just 
the same. Looking into those icy blue eyes, inhaling the same smoke those cute lips let out within such a close 
proximity that they almost kissed- it was euphoric. 


"Just one more hit and then we're through, ‘cause you could never love me back." 


When Frost smoked alone it was all he thought about. He had deep feelings for his bandmate and best friend 
but had no way of expelling them besides some drunken moments alone together. Frost loved him more than 
anything, respected him above all and practically gave his health and well being to him concerning his role in 
Satyricon. It was worth it, though, despite knowing Satyr would probably never feel the same. But Frost was 
aware that Satyr probably already knew of his feelings by now. If anyone in the band could read him like a 
book, it was Satyr, and the vocalist was probably anticipating when Frost would just let what he felt out. Then, 
and only then, would this addiction feel like it was worth it. 


"Your love's a fucking drag, but | need it so bad" 


